

Stigmaticall in making w orfe in minde# 

Luc. Who would be iealous then of fuch a one ? 
No cuill loft is wail'd,when it is gone. 

Adr. Ah but I thinke him better then I fay : 
And yet would herein others cies were worfe : 
Farre from her ncft the Lapwing cries away 5 
My heart praies for him,though my tongue doc curfc. 

Enter S. Dromio. 
Dro. Here goc: the deske,the purfe/wect now make 
haftc. 

Luc. How haft thou loft thy breath ? 

S.Dro. By running faft. 

Adr. Where is thy Mafter Dromio ? Is he well ? 

S.Dro. No, he's in Tartar limbo, worfe then hell : 
A diucll in an cuerlafting garment hath him ; 
On whofc hard heart is button'd ?p with ftcelc : 
A Feind,aFairie,pittilefle and ruffe : 
A Wolfe,nay worfe, a fellow all in buffc : 
A back friend,a fhoulder-clappcr, one that countermads 
The paffages of allies,creckes,and narrow lands : 
A hound that runs Countermand yet draws drifoot well, 
:One that before the Iudgmet carries poore foulcs to hel. 

Adr. Why man,wbat is the matter? 

S.Dro. I doc not know the matter, hee is reftedon 
the cafe. 

Adr. What is he arrefted?tell me at whole fuitc? 

S.Dro. I know not at whofefuitc he is arefied well; 
but is in a fuitc of buffc which reftcd him,that can I tell, 
will you fefid him Miftris redemption, the monie in 
his deskc. 

Adr. Go fetch it Sifter : this I wonder at. 

Exit Luciant. 
Thu* he vnknowne to me fhould be in debt : 
Tell me,was he arefted on a band? 

S.Dro, Not on a band,but on a ftronger thing : 
A chaine,a chaine, doe you not here it ring. 

Adri*. What,the chaine ? 

S.Dro. No,no,thebell, 'tis time that I were gone : 
It was two ere I left him,and now the clocke ftrikes one. 

Adr. The houres come backe, that did I neucr here. 

S.Dro. Ohyes,ifany houremeeteaScrieant,aturnes 
backe for veriefeare. 

Adri. As if time were in debt: how fondly do*ft thou 
rcafon? 

S.DroXwnt is a vcrie bankerout,and owes more then 
he's worth to fcafon. 

Nay , he's a theefe too : haue you not heard men fay, 
That time comes ftealing er*.by night and day? 
If I be in debt and thcft,an&a Scneant in the way, 
Hath he not reafon to turnc backe an hourc in a day? 

Enter Luciand. 
Adr* Go Dromio , thcrefc the monie,bcare it ftraight, 
And bring thy Mafter hojme^mediately. 
Come fifter, I am prcft dow^ with/ronccit : 
Conceit,my comfort and mphiurie. Exit. 

Enter Antipbolm Siracupa. 
There's not a man I mcetc but doth falute me 
As if I were their well acquainted friend, 
And cueric one doth call me by my name : 
Some tender monic to me, feme inuite me ; 
Some other giue me thankes for kindncfles ; 
Some offer me Commodities to buy. 
Euen now a tailor card me in his fhop, 
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And fhow'd me Silkes that he had bought forme 
And thcrcwithall tookc mcafurc of my body, ' 
Sure thefe arc but imaginarie Wiles, 
And Upland Sorcerers inhabitc here. 


S 

haue 


Enter Dromio.S$r* 


Dro. Maftcr,herc's the gold you fent me for :;*hat 
you got the picture of old Adam new apparel'd ? 
tAnt. What gold is this? What %Adam d#*ft thou 
meane? 

S.Dro. Not that Adam ihzt kept the Paradife: but 
that v^&w that keepes the prifonj hcethat goes in the 
calues-skin, that was kil'd for the Prodigall : hee that 
came behinde y ou firjikc an euili angel,and bid you f 0r , 
fake your libertic. 

Ant. I rnderftand thee not, 

S.Dro. NoPwhy'tisaplainecafc: he that went like 
a Bafe- Viole in a cafe of leather ; the man fir, that when 
gentlemen are tired giucs them a fob, and refts the m; 
he fir.that takes pittic on decaied men, and giucs them 
fuites of durance: he that fets vp his reft to doe more ex- 
ploits with his Mace,then a Moris Pike, 

sAnt. What thou mean* ft an officer? 

S.Dro. I fir,the Scricant of the Band : he that brings 
any man to anfwer it that brcakes his Band : one that 
thinkes a man alwaies going to bed, and faies,God giue 
you good reft. 

Ant. Well fir,thcrc reft in your fooleric : 
Is there an; bips puts forth to night ? may we be gone* 

S.Dro Why fir J brought you word an hourc fincc, 
that the Bak e Expedition put forth to night, and then 
were you hindred by the Sericant to tarry for the Hoj 
DeUj ; Here arc the angels that you fent for to dcliucr 
you. 

Ant. The fellow is diftr*£t,and foam I, 
And here we wander in illufions : 
Some blcffed power dcliucr vs from hence. 

Enter ACnrtizjm. 

Cur. Well mct,wcil met, Mafter ttAntipbolm : 
I fee fir you banc found the Gold.fmith now : 
Is that the chaine you promis'd me to day. 

Jnt . Sathan auoide,I charge thee tempt me nor.i 

S.Dro. Maftcr,is this Miftris Sathan} 

Ant. It is the diucll. 

S.Dro. Nay,flie is worfe,(be is the diucls dam : 
And here ftic comes in the habit of a light wench, and 
thereof comes,tha* the wenches fay God dam me/That's 
as much to fay, God make me a light wench: It is writ- 
tetvhey appcare to men like angels of light, light is an 
effeft of firc,tnd fire will burnc 1 erg flight wenches will 
burnc,come not neere her. 

Cur. Your man and you arc raaruai Jous merrie fir. 
Will you goc with me,wec ll mend our dinner here ? 

S.Dro. Maftcr,if do c*pe& fpoon-mcate, or befpeake 
atbng fpoone. 

Ant. Why Dromio} 

S.Dro. Marrie he muft haue a long fpoone that muft 
eatc with the diucll. 

Ant. Auoid then fiend, what tcl'ft thou me of fup- 
Thou art,as you are all a forccrefie : (ping t 

I coniure thee to leaue mc,and be gon. 

Cur. Giue me the ring of mine you had at dinner, 
Or for my Diamond theChaineyou promis'd, 
And He be gone fir,and not trouble you. 

S.Dro. Some diucls askc but the parings of ones naile, 

l\ 
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-^jfThaire, a drop of blood, a pin, a nut, a chcrric- 
5^butftc™oreLctou« W oldhaucacha^ 

Z%* wife, and if you giue it her, the d.uell will fhakc 

I hope you do not meane to cheate rne lo ? 

Anl Auant thou witch : Come Z>r,««* let v« go 
$ Vr7. Flic pride faies the Pea-cockc, Miftris diat 
k w <^ a//. 

T&i r Now out of doubt Anttfholns is mad, 

Elfc would he neuer fo demeane himfclfc, 

ARing he hath ofmine worth fortie Duckets, 

And for the fame he promis'd me a Chaine, 

Both one and other he denies me now : 

The reafon that I gather he is mad, 

Befides this prefent inftance of his rage, 

1$ a mad tale he told to day at dinner, 

Of hisowne doorcs being (hut againft his entrance. 

Belike his wife acquainted with his fits, 

On purpofe fhut the doores againft his way : 

My way is now to hie home to his houfe, 

And tell his wife, that being Lunaticke, 

Herufti'd into my houfe, and tooke perforce 

My Ring away. This courfc I fittcft choofc» 

For fortie Duckets is too much to loofe. 

Enter Antipholud Ephef. with a Jailor. 

An. Fearc me not man, I will not breake away* 
He giue thee ere I leaue thee fo much money 
To warrant thee as I am reftcd for. 
My wife is in a wayward moodeto day, 
And will not lightly truft the MelTenger, 
That I ftiould be attach'd in Ephefiu, 
I tell you 'twill found harftily in her cares. 

Enter 7)romio Epb.with a ropot tnd. 
Hecre comes my Man, I thinke he brings the monic. 
How now fir? Haue you that I fent you for ? 

E.Dro. Here's that I warrant you will pay them all. 

Anti. But where's the Money ? 

£ . Dro. Why fir, I gauc the Monie for the Rope. 

Ant. Fiue hundred Duckets villaine for a rope? 

E. Dro. He ferue you fir fiue hundred at the rate. 

Ant. To what end did I bid thee hie thee horned 

E. Dro. To a ropes end fir, and to that end ami rc- 
turn'd. 

Ant. And to that end fir, I will welcome you . 
Oft. Good fir be patient. 

E. Dro. Nay 'tis for me to be patient, I am in aduer- 
fitic. 

Offi. Good now hold thy tongue. 
E.Dro. Nay, rather pcrfwade him to hold his hands. 
Anti* Thouwhorefonfenfclefle Villaine. 
E.Dr*. I would I were fenfelelTcfir, that I might 
not feelc yottr blowes. 

tAnti. Thou art fenfiblc in nothing but blowcs^and 
foisanAffe. 

£. Dro. I am an Affe indcede, you may prooue it by 
my long cares. I haue fcrued him from the hourc of my 
Natiuitie tothisinftant, and haue nothing at his hands 
formyferuice but blowes. When I am cold, hcheates 
me with beating : when I am warme,he cooles me with 
beating : I am wak'd with it when Iflecpe, rais'dwith 
ltwhenlfit, driuenoutof doore* with it when I goc 
trora home, welcom'd home with it when I rcturne,nay 
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1 bearc it on my ftioulders, as a begger woont her brat : 
and I thinke when he hath lam'd me, I fhall begge with 
it from doore to doore. 

Enter iAdrim*> Lucianoi, Co*rtiz,an s and aSchoolc- 
mnftcr, call d Pinch. 

tAnt. Come goc along, my wife is comming yon- 
der. 

E.Dro. Miftris rejpice finem, refpccT: your end, or ra- 
ther the prophefic like the Parrat,bcware the ropes end. 

Anti. Vyilt thou ftill talke? Beats Dro. 

Curt. How fay you now? Is not your husband mad r 

Adri. His inciuility confirmes no lefle : 
Good Doctor Pinch,you are a Coniurcr, 
Eftablifh him in his true fence a^aine. 
And I will plcofe you what you will demand. 

Luc* Alas how fiery, and how (harpe he looke*. 

Cur. Marke,how he trembles in his extafie. 

Pinch. Giue me your hand, and let mcc fecle your 
pulfe. 

tAnt . There is my hand, and let it fcele your care. 

Pinch. I charge theeSathan,hous 5 d within this man, 
To yccld pofleffion to my holit praicrs, 
And to thy ftate of darknclTe hie thee ftraight, 
I coniure thee by all t\z Saints in heaucn. 

Anti. Peace doting wizard> peace ; I am not mad. 

Adr. Oh that thou weVt not, poore diftreiied fouie. 

Anti. You Minion yo^, are thefe your Cuftomeiir* 
Did this Companion with tlie faffron face 
Reucll and feaft it at my houfe to day, 
Whif ft vpon me the guiltie doores were (hut, 
And I denied to enter in my houfe. 

Adr.O husband, God doth know you din'd at home 
Where would you had remain'd vntill this time, 
Free from t^efe {landers, and this open fliame. 

Anti. Din'd at home? Thou Villaine, what fayeft 
thou ? 

Dro. Sir footh to fay, you did not dine at home. 
Ant. Were not my doores lockt vp, and I fhut out ? 
Dro. Perdie, your doores were lockt, andyoufhu? 
out. 

Anti. And did not flic her fclfe reuile mc there ? 
Dro. Sans Fable, flie her felfe reuil'd you there. 
Anti. Did not her Kitchen maidcraile, taunt, and 
fcorne me ? 

Dro. Cert* (lie did, the kitchin veftal] icorn'd you. 

Ant. And did not I in rage depart from thence ? 

Dro. Inveritieyou did, my bones bcarcs wknefle, 
That fince haue felt the vigor of his rape. 

Adr. Is't good to footh him in thefe crontraries? 

Pinch. It is no fhanae, the fellow finds his vaine, 
And yeelding to him, humors well his frenfie. 

Ant. Thou haft fubborn'd theGoidfmith to arreft 
mce. 

Adr. Alas, I fent you Monic to redeeme you, 
By Dromio hecre, who came in haft for it. 

Dro. Monie by me? Heart and good will you might, 
But furely Mafter not a raggc of Monic. 

Ant. Wentft not thou toher for a purfe of Duckets. 

Adri. He came to me, and I deliuerd it. 

Luci. And I am witnefle with her that fbe did.- 

Dro. God and the Rope-maker bearc me witnefle, 
That I was fent for nothing but a rope. 

Pinch. Miftris, both Man and Mafter is pofTeft, 
I know it by their pale and deadly lookes, 
I ~ They 


